


Scar

by Allusia16



Category: Halloween
Language: English
Status: Completed
Published: 2013-10-31 01:43:14
Updated: 2014-09-30 15:46:21
Packaged: 2016-04-26 22:21:29
Rating: M
Chapters: 7
Words: 7,743
Publisher: www.fanfiction.net
Summary: Michael meets a girl whose scar is on the outside rather then hidden on the inside.





	1. Chapter 1

1

I remember my first day of school. I was ten and nobody wanted to be my friend because of my face. My father, one drunken night, entered my room and cut a scar into my cheek that went from the bottom of my chin and curved up into my right eye brow. It hurt and I was never the same again. Kids would laugh at me and I would just sit on the play ground all alone during recess. I hated everyone and I hated my father. I hated my chocolate skin because everyone hates my face, I hated my mom because she couldn't protect me, and I wanted to die.

"Why are you sitting here all alone?" he asked and I slowly looked up to see a somewhat round white skinned, blonde haired boy looking down at me. His face was fat and his hair was long and in his hand was a small bag. He just looked at me with charming blue eyes and he blinked. I only shrugged.

"Why not?" I asked and just looked away.

"I…um, want to see my mask?" he suddenly asked and I looked up at him now with confusion. Was this guy stupid? Or was he making fun of me? Well I had heard all the insults in the world so why not?

"Sure." I replied and he sat down beside me and removed the mask from his large face and showed me. It was a clown mask that only covered his eyes with a red clown nose on it. I nodded not really interested in it. I looked at him.

"It's nice." I replied and he smiled.

"I make masks." he told and I only nodded and rested my chin back on my arms. I wish I had a hobby. "What happened to your face?" I looked at him now and for once I didn't see a smile on his face, like he was preparing to laugh at me. He looked genuinely curious.

"My father cut my face." I replied and he nodded and then moved his hand into his bag.

"I'm sorry to hear that. My step dad's a dick." he replied and my eyes widened as he cussed. I rarely hear that word said around my house anyways. He then held out a mask that was zebra striped and it covered the entire face. "Here have this." I tilted my head now at the gesture.

"Why?" I asked then frowned. "I didn't think my face was that hideous." I got up and the boy watched me.

"No wait. I didn't mean it like that…I'm the one who's ugly. I wear masks to hide my ugliness." he admitted and I frowned and touched his face and he seemed shocked by the action.

"You aren't scarred." I replied and he suddenly just touched my face. I froze up as his hand outlined my scar. I almost wanted to cry.

"We both are. In our own ways…" he said before lifting up the zebra mask again. I looked down at it and slowly took it.

"Why are you giving me this?" I asked and he shrugged.

"You are just like me." he said calmly and I only looked at the mask and took it from him.

"Um…thank you." I replied and he nodded and smiled.

"I'm Michael…Michael Myers." he told. I was surprised at his smile and I looked at the mask for a moment examining. "Now you tell me your name."

I looked up at him.

"Kyra…Kyra Deville." I answered. And once our names were exchanged, I never knew I would be thrown into such a world filled with darkness.

(Author's Notes)

Sooo this is something I wrote out of bordem just a little something for Halloween that represents an actual horror story im starting called Chicken Wire about a black girl who befriends a handsome serial killer who sows his mouth shut…with Chicken wire. Anyways this won't go anywhere really. If you all think I should continue then yeah let me know.


	2. Chapter 2

2

Michael was right; his step father is a dick. Whenever I snuck away from my home to visit him, his father Ronnie would always try to sweet talk me and touch me, but Michael always kept me safe. We'd just go to his room and look at the masks he made. Like today I was with him. I was walking around his room when I saw a small cage sitting on his desk. I looked closer at it to see it had an animal wheel and food bowl in it.

"Michael, did you own animals?" I asked and Michael was on his bed coloring a mask out of cardboard now. He looked at me and he was wearing his orange mask now. He nodded.

"I use to own rats but they died." He said and I nodded and leaned back up and looked at him. He was staring me through his mask. Sometimes it seemed he was shielding himself from the world. I then began to look down as if embarrassed. My hand came up and gently touched my scar. He then got up slowly from his bed and moved slowly towards me. I tensed at his silent actions and he just moved up to me and looked at me before slowly lifting his hand to outline my cheek once more. I closed my eyes and slowly looked away, my face leaving his touch. I turned away now facing his mirror that was on his door. It was a full body mirror and I just looked at myself. I felt so hideous. I then felt his hands on my shoulders and his reflection came up behind me, his mask close to my face.

"It's okay… I think you're beautiful." he said and be moved away from me for a second and came right back behind me and I looked down at the object he placed in my hand. It was another mask. His hand curled around mind as he put the mask in my palm and he maneuvered my hand and I let him. He placed the mask over my face and it felt like I had a new skin on. The mask was cardboard as well and I just stared at myself and I felt his head gently push against mine. I then took note of his comment and knew we would be best friends forever.

"Thank you." I replied softly and he just stared at our reflections.

"Halloween is coming up soon. My mom has to work and Ronnie has to sit on his lazy ass… my sister won't take me. So would you like to go with me?" he asked. I knew my mom didn't want me around Michael. She gets bad vibes from him, but I didn't see why she would. Michael was my friend, my only friend.

"Okay. I would love to. What will you go as?" I asked and he pulled back now and moved back to his bed to finish his mask. I held the mask and looked it over. It was a beautiful blue with white rims around the eyes.

"A clown. What about you?" he asked and I smiled at his questions.

"I want to be a princess…I want to be beautiful." I said.

"You are beautiful." he said and I turned to him now and looked at him.

"Girls with big scars on their faces are ugly." I told him as I moved over to sit by him. He shook his head.

"No you aren't." he replied with annoyance yet he hummed as well.

"Michael! Get your lazy ass down here!" we heard Ronnie yell. I winced at the tone. He sounded annoyed as well. Michael just continued to draw.

"I should walk you home." he said in a low tone and I nodded.

"He sounds drunk." I said and he nodded and got off the bed and took my hand.

"Come on." he said and I was shocked that he even took my hand. No one ever wanted to be near me except Michael. We moved from his room and down the stairs. We almost made it past the living to the door, but Ronnie heard us.

"Where the fuck are you going?" he asked from the couch. Michael just looked at him.

"I'm taking Kyra home." he merely replied and Ronnie smirked.

"Oh now she doesn't have to go anywhere just yet. Maybe she'd want to come over and sit on Uncle Ronnie's lap." he told. I shook a bit in fear and felt Michael's grip on my hand tighten. Suddenly his mom, Deborah, past Ronnie and hit him in the head.

"Quit scaring my son and his friend." she said and smiled at me. "Hi Kyra."

I smiled respectfully.

"Hi Mrs. Myers." I replied. Now Judith, Michael's sister was coming down. I always thought she was pretty. Her face was flawless. Before I could even talk to her Michael had already pulled me from the house. We walked down the side walk, the mask he made for me still in my hand. He never really liked to talk about his family around me, so I never bothered to ask. We just walked down the street in silence. Michael finally had his mask over his head so I could see his face.

"How much candy are you going to eat?" I asked instead and he smiled now and looked at me.

"Lots of candy." he said excitingly.

"You sure like Halloween don't you?" I asked and he nodded.

"Yep it's my favorite holiday." he replied. When we got to my house, we stopped on my front porch. I smiled at him.

"Thanks for the mask I'll see you at school." I told him and he nodded.

"Okay sure." he said and before I could even make a move he quickly came up and pecked a light kiss on my lips for running off down the sidewalk

Halloween Night...
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Mom put make up on my face and she straightened up the crown on my head. I was in a Princess and the Frog dress. Tiana was pretty, now I can be pretty. Mother placed her cheek beside me, making my smile fade a bit. No matter how much make up she put on me it wouldn't hide the scars her husband put on me. It would not hide her failure.

"You look beautiful, honey." she told. My mom was still trying to gain my trust again, but that was too late. I moved from her and I saw her eyes fall with sadness.

"I'll be back tonight. I am going over to Michael's house." I told her.

"Kyra, I told you that I didn't want you hanging with that boy." She said and I looked at her.

"Wow mom you actually sound serious about your rules…wish you were this stern when dad was around." I told in almost a cold tone. Her body froze and I left her standing in my room. I grabbed my empty bag and headed outside. It was dark and I will admit I was mildly nervous of walking alone in the dark. So I sped off down the street to Michael's house. He was sitting on the sidewalk in a blue and red shirt and pants. Over his head was a clown mask.

"Hey." I called out. His head snapped up at me and he quickly stood up.

"Hey, you came!" he said happily. I smiled.

"I said I would. You ready?" I asked and he smiled.

"Yeah, oh wait." he said and placed his mask on over his face. "Ready." I smiled and took his hand and began to move to the house beside us. The entire night we were out collecting candy and eating it as we walked.

"So why didn't your mother come trick-or-treating with you?" Michael asked and I shrugged eating a piece of candy.

"I didn't want her to come. She would have only slowed us down." I told her.

"Really?" he asked and I nodded.

"Yeah. She really didn't even want me coming out here with you. She thinks you're weird." I told him and it was silent for a second. He suddenly looked up at me. I could see his eyes through his mask.

"Do you think I am weird?" he asked and I shook my head.

"No. You're my friend. You're the only normal guy I know." I replied happily and he smiled and took my hand.

"We'll always be friends won't we?" he asked and I nodded with a smile.

"Yeah always." I replied. Once we had gone through the entire neighborhood we had collected two bags of candy. We were walking back down the road. "So your sister didn't want to come with us either."

Michael shook his head and looked at me.

"No, she's a bitch and her stupid boyfriend came over." He told.

"Not even your step da-" I cut my statement short when he looked at me with a dark look through his mask. I shut my mouth and saw he was angry at me so I did something I once saw my sadistic father do. It was his way of apologizing without saying it. I raised his hand to my lips and kissed the top of his palm. Immediately the anger and rage left his eyes and was replaced with softness. We were silent as he walked me to my home. I looked at him and he looked at me.

"Don't get a stomach ache." he said taking off his mask and I smiled.

"I should be saying that about you." I replied. He smiled more.

"Thanks for trick or treating with me, Kyra." he replied and I smiled and nodded.

"No problem." I replied. I watched his free hand move up my face and gently his fingers ran over my scars. The contact made me freeze completely. His fingers were warm even in this cold weather. He leaned forward and closed his eyes. His lips puckered up and I smiled and leaned forward and kissed him back. I really liked Michael. He was my first kiss and the first person to go trick or treating with me. He was the first friend I made in school who was not afraid of my face. He pulled back and smiled.

"Have a great night. I know I will." he replied and I nodded.

"I will." I said in a flustered tone. We separated into different directions unknowing that tonight would change our lives forever.


	4. Chapter 4

4

I was surrounded by darkness, I dreamt that I heard screaming and the slash of metal through the air. It was a pattern now. Slash, scream, slash, scream, slash…then nothing.

Sirens woke me up that night. Screaming and chattering. I sat up quickly and looked at my window which was right beside the bed. I opened the curtains to see there were mixtures of blues and reds. Police. My eyes widened. They were at Michael's house. I rushed from my bed and out the door of my room. By now mom was drunk, so nothing woke her. I ran down the hall towards the front door. Something was wrong. Was Michael hurt? Did that step father of his finally do something to him?

I charged out the door and rushed down the street. My feet were bare and they hurt against the street. The views were getting closer and closer. I stopped now as I saw paramedics taking bodies away. My eyes widened as I noticed one girl, his sister, Judith. She was covered in blood, eyes closed, body limp. Someone killed her. More bodies came out. Judith's boyfriend came out in a body bag. They were just zipping him up. Ronnie was next, his throat slashed. No Michael couldn't come out in a body bag I would not believe it. I shook my head as I felt my heart begin to race. I couldn't breathe. I looked around the area. Reporters were here and someone was holding back Mrs. Meyers.

Where is he, where is Michael, my friend. My eyes locked onto a police car and there he was sitting there with his eyes straight forward. He was okay.

"Michael!" I yelled moving pass the road blocks that separated the crowd from the crime scene. "Michael! Michael!"

I was screaming hard now as cops lifted me off my feet trying to contain me. Michael didn't look at me, yet he heard me I know he did. Two cops had been trying to talk to me, but I would not listen.

"Michael! Michael please it's me it's Kyra!" I called out. Slowly his head began to turn to me. He was not surprised to see me; he was not trying to give much effort in the turning of his head. But when he looked at me, I knew something was wrong, wrong with him. His eyes were dull and were not filled with any life. He didn't seem to care about his friend who shouted for him.

"Little girl get back!" a cop yelled shoving me back to the point I fell to ground. I cried out a bit, another cop coming to help me.

"What is wrong with you she is a child!" he yelled helping me up. Now there was a loud scream, a roar almost. I looked up to see Michael banging his hands hard onto the glass door. "Get him out of here!"

His hands turned to fists and his beatings grew harder and louder. The window was sure to burst. The car began to drive off with him still screaming in the back.

"Are you alright?" the officer asked and I looked up at him in shock. "It's okay honey my name is Officer Leigh Brackett. That officer had no right to shove you. I've had him sent away."

My mind was still a blank somewhat as I looked down. He was gone, my friend, my only friend.

"What did he do?" I asked looking back at Officer Brackett. "Why did you take him away?" The man sighed and placed his hands on my shoulders.

"It's going to be hard to believe, but that boy killed his step father, his sister and his sister's boy friend." he told. My body loosened instantly at his words. My mouth dropped with shock and slowly I looked down at the ground. He did this? My friend?

"What will happen to him?" I asked. He sighed and shook his head.

"I don't know." He said in all honestly. I closed my eyes as tears streamed down my face, and over my scars. I felt his large hand on my back. "What's your name?" I looked up at him.

"Kyra Deville. Michael was my only friend." I said. He nodded and smiled slowly leading me from the scene.

"Well Kyra I'll be your friend. Come on let's get you back to your house." he said. I nodded and started to lead him to my house. It was a long night leading into morning for me. I didn't sleep until my body forced me to sleep a day later…

6 years later

Michael was admitted to Smith's Grove Warren County Sanitarium. My mom told me I couldn't see him but I figured I was sixteen so I could make a decision on my own. It only took a year before Ms. Meyers blew her brains out. Now Michael had no one, but that would be a lie. He had me. I was able to convince Dr. Loomis to let us take a picture together when we were both ten…when he was still talking. I decided to give it to him today. It was his birthday. He wouldn't talk to me ever and he and I could never be alone. I had been visiting him for six years now with the help of Ms. Meyer, but now I just walk the ten minutes.

After signing in I had walked down the silent halls. Two men were escorting me, but once Dr. Loomis saw me, they left me with him.

"Kyra how are you doing?" he asked as we walked. I shrugged.

"They pick on me at school…they call me the joker or black scar face." I said all too calmly. He frowned and nodded.

"High school is the exam of adult hood. You will learn to ignore petty comments." he said. I pierced my lips together.

"I already have." I said. He nodded observing me.

"He still doesn't speak." he said. I nodded.

"I know. He has no need to speak now that he is alone."I said. Dr. Loomis stopped me, once we were outside the small meeting room where we usually visit Michael.

"But he has you." he said. "He stopped talking as time went by. I believe we still have a connection with him. He uses actions with you mostly to communicate. If he didn't have you, things may have been a whole lot worse." he said. I looked down before looking through the small square on the door. He just sat there dirty and statue like. His hands were chained behind his back and he seemed to be wearing his familiar orange mask. His hair was no longer the golden brown I use to know, but is now a dirty blackish-ish brown. It was like he no longer cared. Two guards were on either side of him.

"Only you can come in." I said. He seemed uncertain before nodding and opening the door.

"Alright." he said and let me go in first.
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Once I sat down, Dr. Loomis ordered the two men to leave. They started to protest, but I didn't care. My eyes only stayed on Michael. He was a large teenager, something I didn't understand since he hardly ate. Well that's what I assumed. I could see the emptiness in his eyes.

"Hello Michael." I said gently. He was silent and I wasn't surprised. The two men finally left and Dr. Loomis looked back at us.

"Well here we are again… the three of us." he said crossing his fingers and resting them on the table. Michael still made no sign to register that he heard us. But he did look at me. I glanced at Dr. Loomis thinking that maybe three was a crowd.

"Doctor please leave us." I said and he looked at me as if shocked, but he didn't protest.

"Yes right." he said grabbing his papers and exiting the room. I knew he would be staring out the small square door. He didn't want to just leave me alone with him. I looked back at Michael; his mask just stared back at me. I inhaled slowly.

"Hey." I said once more. He just stared back at me. I inhaled slowly and looked away. "Kids still pick on me…it's like my scars will never be visible." I was not going to try and understand my silent friend. He didn't need to be talked at, he needed to someone to talk to him, he needed someone to not look at him like a monster.

"Some even push me. Sometimes it's because of my scars," I started to say. I almost looked down, but I didn't, "Others is because I know you." There was more silence and he just stared at me. Sometimes I questioned if he even cared or not.

"I know you want to get out." I said and now his head slowly lifted. I shook my head. "If I had the ability to walk you out of here I would."

I remember long ago that his only words use to be "I need to get out". I sighed and crossed my hands.

"I know you have heard this from the doctor, but I wish you would communicate with me even if it was not speaking. I know if we had time out there," I said looking at the windows, "we would have told each other everything."

I looked at him to see he too was looking out the window.

"Michael…" I said gently and he looked back at me. Slowly I began to place my arms on the table, my hands open towards him. I could see he was looking down at them. He didn't do anything. He merely looked up at me and just stared. I knew his hands were behind his back, but maybe I was hoping for an action. I slowly winced and now reached into my pocket. I pulled out the picture and unfolded it before him. It was us in two different poses divided by a white line. On the top was us smiling. His arm was around my shoulder. In the bottom picture was us wearing masks. His was black all over as mine was all white.

"I thought you may like this." I replied placing the picture down in front of him. He looked down at it then back up at me. Once more he said nothing. I got up from my chair and slowly walked around the table and he watched my every move. Finally I was beside him and he looked up at me with a dark gaze.

"I know the urge to kill is always within you." I said and slowly began to touch my face, my scars smooth and large. I leaned in towards him, near his ears. "I wish you could cut down my enemies." I whispered ever so lightly before kissing the side of his ear, causing him to visibly tense. By then the door was opening and Dr. Loomis and the two guards came in. I leaned back up and the guards came and stood Michael up. I grabbed the picture and Dr. Loomis took it.

"I'll be sure this is in his room." he replied and I nodded and watched as the men moved Michael from my room. I sighed and left the room with the doctor. I arrived home only to see mom in her study typing on her computer.

"So how is Satan's spawn?" she asked. I rolled my eyes.

"Sober." I said. She slammed her fists onto the keyboard.

"Damnit Kyra how long are you gonna hold that shit over me!" she yelled turning to look at me.

"When my scars heal." I said and turned and moved towards the stairs hearing her sob and cry. Because my mom was drunk my dad came into my room and attacked me, slashing my face. I don't know where he is now. At least my mom was smart enough to move so he couldn't find us. I moved into my room and locked the door. It's too bad it was Sunday. I had to go to school tomorrow. I could handle the insults about my scars, but when they spoke of Michael, it made me angry it made me afraid. I had to face the world alone, without Michael. I sat down on my bed and looked towards my pillow to see the white mask Michael had made me. I picked it up and placed the mask over my face.

It hid my scars, my ugliness, my anger and depression. I removed the mask to see my scars and even if I didn't smile the scars curved up into one. I felt the tears fall down my cheek as I placed my hands over my face. I lied on my pillow and cried holding the mask close to me.

(Michael's POV)

She was right. I needed to get out. I needed to get out and cut down her enemies. She has grown up she had….developed. Her face was beautiful like that of a flawed goddess. I just stared at her as she spoke. I didn't feel bad about her enemies who mocked her because she was mine, but I felt a hint of bitterness when she spoke of them placing their hands on her talking about her beautiful face marks.

They were like Wesley Rhoades, my ex-bully. But she was not strong like me. She did not have the power to take down the Wesley's of her life. I had to do it. I had to do it for her. But in order to do that, I needed to get out. I must kill her Wesley Rhoades. I must kill them all and in order to do that, I must make a mask, a mask that will strike fear into the Wesley, but will make her cherish the man behind it. But before I can even do this task, she must give herself to me. She must know that she is mine. She must be marked as mine so I may defend her to every length possible.
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One week later…

I just wanted to go to school for education. I didn't want to make friends for I had a friend, but he couldn't be with me. I was forced, by students, to sit in the middle where they could torment me. Right now I was a sophomore in Algebra taking notes. A note was suddenly passed onto my desk and I leaned up a bit and looked at where it had come from, Annie, the sheriff's daughter. She should know better not to taunt me, but I guess not everyone is the same as their parents.

I opened the note to see it was a picture of Michael on top of me with his mask on and a bloody knife in his hand. I hid a scowl and crumbled the note up and got up and threw it away. I wanted to slam her face into her desk as I walked back, but out of respect for her father I held back and sat down. In my chemistry class, Lynda Van Der Klok would tease me as well, but she was a cheerleader she had no future.

I would eat my lunch in peace not really caring if people sat with me or not. I was eating my sandwich when suddenly a boy sat down before me. He had a round face and blonde hair and he glared at me. His black shirt said Burn it all.

"I'm Marshal, but people call me Mars. Is it true?" he suddenly asked. I couldn't help but notice his eyes. They were dark like Michael's. There was no life in his eyes.

"Is what true?" I asked.

"That you're the girlfriend of Satan's son." he answered. I frowned deeply and took my Sprite and splashed it right in his face.

"Leave me alone." I commanded. Everyone was looking at us and I got up from the table and began to walk to the door. I didn't see the vicious glare that was shot at the back of my head. I could hear Lynda laughing.

"Ooh scar face has an admirer." she teased. I stopped and looked at her for a moment. I moved to confront her, a deep angry stare on my face. I was going to hurt her…badly. Suddenly a figure in green stopped in front of me, and I looked up to see it was Sherif Brackett. I stopped in my tracks, my eyes softening at his smiling face.

"Hello Kyra." he said. I sighed in my head.

"Sheriff Brackett." I said acknowledging him. The years have aged him somewhat. He nodded.

"How are you doing?" he asked. I tilted my head.

"I am fine… is that why you are here?" I asked. He sighed placing his hands on his hips.

"Well no. It's Michael." he said. My eyes widened and I felt fear over take me.

"What's wrong?" I asked, my heart started to pound in my chest. He then shook his head, calming me instantly.

"He's starting to communicate with Dr. Loomis, but all he writes is your name. The doctor would like to see you." he said. I looked down in thought and nodded.

"I will go." I said.

He drove me to the hospital where Dr. Loomis was standing at the doors pacing around as if he was on fire. I got out of the sheriff's car and when he saw me he inhaled sharply.

"Oh thank god you are here." he said waving me over. I moved up to him, but Brackett did not come with me. He did not like the doctor or this for this place for that matter. Dr. Loomis led me inside and I followed him down the hall.

"Has he spoken yet?" I asked and he shook his head.

"No but he writes, he still has perfect handwriting." he said and I nodded trying to keep up with his speed.

"When did he start writing?" I asked finally back at the white door that would open to Michael.

"Yesterday, he wrote your name all over the walls of his room." he said. My eyes flexed.

"Why would he do that?" I asked. He shook his head.

"It could be a way of communicating. Finally he is trying to reach out to us." he said. I looked through the square window at Michael. He was still sitting there, only now his hands were on the table. They were cuffed together and in front of him was a tray of food. That was it. He was in a white patient shirt and pants. His face was covered in a white mask.

"His hands…" I said looking at Dr. Loomis. He nodded.

"He is heavily sedated." he said. I looked back through the window. For some reason I found that very hard to believe. But I nodded and slowly opened the door and moved inside. Only one security guard was standing near Michael. I looked back at the doctor wondering why he wasn't coming with me this time. He nodded at me.

"I'll be right here observing." he answered. Of course he is. I looked back at Michael who didn't look my way. I sat down in front of him and now he had to look at me.

"You wanted to see me?" I asked gently. He didn't say anything and he didn't move. "Dr. Loomis said you had written my name…"

Once more he didn't move. He slowly played with his silver fork and moved it around in the food. I looked towards the door to see Dr. Loomis was not there. I tensed lightly at this. Suddenly there was a loud grunt and I looked back to see Michael standing, his back to me. I saw blood suddenly spray onto the table. I screamed and jumped from the table, the chair flew to the ground. Michael grabbed the security man and pushed him into the door that was my only way out. He was fast moving a large heavy table in front of the door. I was trapped inside with him.

He turned to me quickly with the steal fork in his hand. It was covered in blood. He raised his cuff hands to me and slowly pulled his hands apart breaking the cuffs causing me to jump yelping a bit. Already the alarm of danger was going off through the building. I couldn't believe it…I was afraid. Michael began to walk towards me with his knife tight in his hands. I was struck with fear before realizing this was Michael, my friend. I was never afraid of him. He was getting closer with the same speed I rushed right up to him. His eyes widened and he stopped moving as if not expecting my actions.

Strength was in my eyes now as I walked closer to him and he took a step back.

"I am not afraid of you." I said in a firm tone. For a split second I could have sworn I saw his hands tremble with…fear. "We are equals, our hatred is equal. I will not run from you and I will not be afraid of you."

Michael watched me for a moment. I knew he was no longer the boy I once knew.

"But if it gives you peace to kill me…do it." I said. There was banging against the door, but the two of us did nothing to acknowledge it. Michael slowly lifted his empty hand and I knew something was going to happen. Slowly I felt his cold dirty fingers touch my smiling scar. I froze instantly looking up at him now, the face of a murderous man and still called him my friend. He moved up and down my scars. Then it was silent in my mind as I am sure it was in his head as well and he was inches from my face.

"Mine…" he said in a low tone, his voice that of a teenage boy. I had no time to register his voice for now my shirt was ripped open; my bra tore in the process. The force was so violent I gasped and fell back to the ground. He was over me in an instant, his large hands gripping my neck. I screamed hard as he lifted me off the ground and pushed me onto a table, my breasts in pain from being pushed into the cold table. I tried to struggle against him but he was too large. I felt one hand on my shoulder holding my down, while another dug into the back of my shorts and yanking them along with my panties. My eyes widened at what I felt he was doing.

"No!" I yelled.

"Kyra!" I heard Dr. Loomis yell.

"Someone open this damned door!" Sheriff Brackett shouted. I heard Michael grunt as he lifted my body up and slammed me back down onto the table causing me to cry out. I suddenly feel something pressing up against the entrance of my vagina. There was no talking to him, making him understand that this was wrong. Dr. Loomis once said he had nothing but the instincts of a savage animal.

"If you do this then at least let me face you." I cried out. The prodding of my vagina stopped as if he was thinking, but my answer was his hardened cock slamming into me. I felt quick stretching and a violent sharp pain shoot up from my vagina and into my stomach. I screamed out loud as I felt the pressure of his body atop of mine. I screamed more as I felt him start to already out back and the shove back inside me. I cried out more feeling tears fall from my cheeks. The pain increased as he moved and I could hear him grunting in my ear. He was like an animal. The pain was steady now but still harsh. Suddenly he pulled out and the air that filled my vagina now burned. He pulled me back and pushed me onto the floor on my back.

I cringed and shook a bit at the tremors of pain that flooded my body. I looked up at him seeing blood on his cock. He just looked down at me, the fork still in his hands. He then dropped to his knees in front of me and spread my legs. I was in too much pain to protest. He was silent through all of it. The siren of the building was all I could hear. He spread my legs wider and I felt him push back inside me. I moaned out in pain feeling him fill me; stretch me out wider. I screamed a bit as he began to move in and out of me at a brutal pace. He put the fork down quickly and leaned over and gripped my nipples hard pulling them. I yelled more as he pulled them so hard I had to sit up on my arms. He now wrapped his arms around my hips and kept thrusting. He looked right at me as he kept grunting and making low sounds. My vision was going blurry and I couldn't stay awake for much longer. Suddenly I feel him pee inside me or at least it felt that way. He growled out harshly then let his hand wrap around my head and slowly he lied me back on the ground.

I shook and quivered looking up at him as he lied on top of me. I felt paralyzed. He lifted my right arm and then he lifted the fork to my skin. The shock of it all was too much and I passed out. I assumed I was dead, but I guess I wasn't. I woke up in a white room. Everything was blurry, but I knew it was a white room. I heard mumbling, arguing. My vision cleared and I looked around. I was in a hospital and outside was Dr. Loomis and Sheriff Brackett.

"This is all your fault doctor. That monster should have been executed long ago." The sheriff said. "Sedated my ass."

"He was not capable of sexual assault he never had an interest in it all these years."

"Wasn't capable? He raped her three more times before we could get in there and save her!" the sheriff yelled.

"Keep your voice down." Dr. Loomis said. I couldn't believe them, I wouldn't. I looked at my arm remembering he had done something to it. It was wrapped in white gauze and slowly I unwrapped it to see stitches over my flesh, but what surprised me the most was the words carved into it.

Mine.
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"Dr. Loomis." I called out weakly but he didn't seem to hear me. "Dr. Loomis!" The door opened swiftly and both men came in with concern on their faces.

"Oh Kyra." Sherriff Brackett said lightly with pain in his voice. I exhaled and my voice was raspy. Dr. Loomis sighed.

"How are you feeling?" he asked.

"Is it true?" I asked instead.

"Is what true my dear?" he asked.

"Did Michael put me in this bed?" I asked aggressively. The two men looked at each other and then at me.

"Yes he did honey." Brackett said. I closed my eyes in pain and looked up at the ceiling.

"Why did he do this?" I asked myself.

"Because he's a monster," Dr. Loomis said looking down with guilt. He looked like he finally realized something, "I…spoiled him by letting him see you when really it was all just a plan to hurt the last and only person who cared about him."

I closed my eyes not knowing what to do now. Was this really the end, the end of he and I? I slowly tried to sit up and Sherriff Brackett helped me.

"When can I get out?" I asked ignoring the pain between my legs and my arm. Dr. Loomis sighed.

"It will be a week at least. He did a number on you." he said lowly as if not wanting me to hear him. I looked down at my body before noticing Sherriff Brackett's hand in mine. He was very worried, the pain in his eyes show for the hurt of a loved one maybe.

"Kyra um," he started looking down. "The doctor says there may be so much damage that you may never be able to have kids. My eyes widened and I shook my head. I never thought of kids, but still the fact my body is so injured that I can never have children scared me. I shook my head.

"No…no." I replied tears slowly falling down my cheeks. Sherriff Brackett pulled me into a tight hug and I buried my face in his chest. The door swung open and I jumped and screamed.

"Kyra it's okay." The sheriff told me holding me. Dr. Loomis had given the officer a frown before looking at the security guard who looked to be in panic.

"Doctor…He's gone…Myers is gone." he said. Now the room was quiet.

"What?" Sheriff Brackett asked in shock.

"Just this morning." he said. This morning? Had I been asleep all this time?

"Oh god Leigh we have to get over to the hospital now!" Dr. Loomis said. The sheriff nodded and moved from my side.

"Wait," I said grabbing his sleeve, "You must go to the school because he may go after the students I told him that bullied me."

The men nodded and moved towards the door. Brackett moved to the door and looked back at me.

"Kyra please stay here." he said and left out the door. I looked down wishing that I could do what he said. I moved towards the edge of the bed and already my body was already trying to stop me. I had to go before they realized that I was lying.

Michael would not go after my bullies first. He was going after the one who made me somewhat like this in the first place.

My mother.

I placed my feet on the ground and my weight hurt. I moved to grab another gown and then a robe. I left the room and moved down the hall. A nurse tried to stop me, but I merely pushed her from me and moved into the elevator. If Michael broke out and wasn't found then he was probably already at my house waiting for me. My mind somewhat drifted to the doctor and sheriff. Even though they were both trying to care for me, I noticed there was tension between them.

The doors slid open and I walked towards the front desk and signed myself out and left. I was weak and limping. My vagina was burning. I guess I should have waited for the nurses to give me medicine. But there was no time to think about that. My house was just in the neighborhood beside the hospital. Everything was just so close to my home. I limped my way to my house and I just stared at it. Mom's car was home, but the house was quiet. A curtain in the window was gone. My stomach started to twist and knot and it caused more pain. I knew something was wrong. I knew he was here. I looked up to the second floor towards my room's window to see a dark figure staring down at me. My eyes fluttered a bit and I began to tremble and drop to my knees, my hands on the ground tried to hold me up but it was too late. Darkness shrouded me.


End file.
